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	Burn at the Stake

**_Warning: This is a monster with absolutely no connection to the first chapter. Pardon me._**

* * *

><p>That day started as any other day with a World conference would. Birds were chirping, dogs were woofing and nations were running late -with the exceptions of England, Canada and Germany. The latter was, as usual, keeping her distance from the younger nation commonly known as Canada. Thus, the 2 other nations stroke up a polite conversation out of utter boredom more than anything else.<p>

Neither could clearly remember what the subject was but they did remember that harsh words quickly replaced calm arguments. Germany was gone since the first heated words so passive-aggressive behavior and insults were literally flying.

"As if it would have worked." Matthew stated flatly then slightly moved his legs. "We both know yours was insignificant."

The Briton's hand twitched dangerously, before she snapped back. "Young chap, you may be bloody independent but this doesn't give you the right to talk this way to me!"

Canada smiled wryly. "Of course, excuse me. But I'll just try to be nicer if you try to be smarter."

Her knuckles were ever lovingly hitting his cheek and sent his glasses flying before they both realized it. He leaped to snatch it back, but by a twist of fate it went crashing against the edge of the round meeting table and broke right off.

He stilled for a moment, unable to tore his eyes away from his only protection's broken form.

**Do you want to learn a funny thing about the beings known as nations?**

They live their immortality surrounded by mysteries and lies, to save themselves and their people in the same occasion. For some, it became as easy as breathing. Be it smiling, laughing or tearing up; they mastered it. Of course, it took years of practice and failure but they did it at the end.

England -a nation who preferred to go by the name of United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland- was lost for words. In all her years as an immortal being representing a magnificent country, she had never seen such a scene. A beautiful lad, no older than fourteen, was where her impudent ex-colony was just a moment ago. It couldn't be Canada: he had always been an aloof and distant person. To her, at least.

That child looked heartbroken, she thought absently.

It was not her doing, she reasoned. She hadn't felt magick, hadn't called for it.

Thus what, in good ol' Saint George's name, did happen?

The door flung open, startling both nations. "The heroine is here!"

The United States of America appeared in all her glory at the threshold. Nantucket was pointing towards the sky and she wore her adored bomber jacket as she bounced in the room. Her laughing eyes lookecd around to see if Iggy and Matthew were really the only ones there. As usual, they were. What was unusual was the red handprint on her brother's face.

Wait.

"Mattie, you..." U.S.A, Amelia E. Jones, trailled off unsurely and it wasn't because she had read the mood for the first time in her life. She blinked with disbelief as her bro, best bud and (invisible) partner in crime looked a bit younger than what he should be.

Neither a kiddo nor a prepubescent boy -_god, she would have enjoyed seeing his acne. Not that she knew for sure he had had that, but she had and she couldn't look at a mirror for nearly three months because she had looked like a pizza. There must have been a deity somewhere that heard her plight back then, when she hated and cursed his smooth and spots-free skin. _Amelia snapped out of her musing, cursing under her breath both their skins.

No, Mattie looked like a human adolescent around fifteen years old would. Sure, he had his moments when he looked childish and all, but he normally looked 20-ish. Iggy was there too so maybe it was her imaginary friends and her weird-ass thingy she called a magical wand's fault. Poor delusional Iggy: Harry Potter seriously marked her. Maybe they should spend more time watching zombies' movies?

Matthew Williams, formerly known as Matthieu Bonnefoy, blankly stared at Amelia then at the door. She was blocking it unconsciously; the only other exits were a door leading to where Germany was and the closed, reinforced and black-tinted windows. They were on the third floor.

"Iggy, did you do something weird with those imaginary friends of yours? 'Cuz ya know, Mattie look younger."

He chose Germany.

When America finally stopped pestering England about things she simply didn't know to ask her brother instead, he was gone. Nothing remained in the room to prove his presence there moments ago.

Not even his broken glasses.

**The funny thing about this situation, you ask? Well...**

Canada, calm, innocent-looking Matthew had the upper hand.

After all, he bathed in it. Lies were not a formality, it was a lifestyle. His.

* * *

><p>Arms held in place as York burned.%<p>

He watched with sick fascination as his Upper capital burned by the hands of Britain's general, Sir Roger Hale Sheaffe.

The _Sir Isaac Brock -_in memory of a brave and intelligent man that led Canadians to victory once upon a time- was burned; the naval stores were destroyed; and the grand magazine at the fort was set on fire. This last act of defiance, later seen by the Americans as a deliberate, cruel trick, was devastating. The ammunition and powder stored in the stone-built magazine had exploded, launching heavy rocks and debris through the ranks of the American forces and spewing a terrifying column of smoke and flame into the air.

It was an act of defiance for the Canadians and a warning for the Americans.

America kissed his temple, chapped lips pressed ever so lightly over his skin. Her body _-strong and firm, ravenous and yearning-_ pressed against his back -_weak and limp, tired and so close to give in_-.

He wanted to puke, run, _bite_.

America didn't sense his unease or preferred to forget it as soon as she remarked it. Forgetting was something she was certainly good at now. "What a shame. York was a quite nice little city." She murmured in his hair, hands no longer restraining but supporting his limp body.

He could imagine her blue eyes lit up by the dancing flames destroying what was his.

His Canadians were still fighting. His brave, strong, passionate children were fighting on 2 fronts: the fire and the Americans. Both insidious and mortal. Each bullet that downed them was a new tear in his heart. When would it end?

His chest was too hot. Her fingers were too cold.

"You should have accepted, Matthieu. At the very least, I would not have burned your capital."

Matthieu? Was Matthew not his name? Who had called him like that?

"Not going to answer, Matthew?"

Ah, France did. His French Canadian did too. England hated it, tried by all means to make him forget that 'bloody language' but he had not bowed. He had not. Why would he?

He opened his mouth but no noise left his parched throat. Finally, after much swallowing of non-existent saliva, a name passed his lips. "Amelia..." It was a pitiful sound, nothing very loud, yet mentioned Amelia stopped gazing at the bonfire his capital had become to stare at him.

"Yes?" Her hands were on his belly, not quite stroking but not quite helping him stand up either. He wanted to fly away.

"I'll not bow."

America laughed, not a lady-like and soft sound he was used to hear, but a deep throaty roar. It didn't frighten him: he had seen that expression on other faces. What did terrify him though was when she abruptly stopped and just stared at him lovingly.

Her eyes were shining thanks to the flames. As blue as the winter sky, as blue as the nemophilia menziesii: a blue he detested now.

"My dear Matthew..." Another kiss, on the cheek that time. "You will be mine. Did you not feel some of your people helping my soldiers? You want this as much as I do." She purred in his ear, hot breath tickling his nape.

His innards twisted painfully: another valiant man down, another bullet destroying a family somewhere in his territories. "No. I did not wish for this."

* * *

><p>Matthew sucked air as his eyes shot open. He immediately tried to stand up to no avail. The butt of a rifle collided with his temple, knocking him to the canvas of cold white under their feet. He saw her hated blue once again before another blow sent him to sleep.<p>

As blood seeped from his wound and stained the snow, the young American which hit him chuckled hysterically one instant. "Do you think he is..."

"Nha." Another American answered absently, rummaging through his jute bag. "He is not the kind of thing you can kill so easily."

The younger one eyed fearfully the downed nation, as if he could suddenly wake up and take revenge upon the one who put him in that state. The older one looked from the corner of his eye their captive, possibly for the same reason, as he continued to search for a little object in his sack. Finally, his fingers brushed against a smooth and cold box. He caught it, struggled a bit with the overly packed bag's contents before he pulled it out.

Wordlessly, he closed his bag and slowly fastened it to a branch. He tested the ties before taking back his rifle from its upright position against a tree trunk. He verified the state of it methodically, removed the damp snow on its butt and cleaned the canon by breathing in it heavily. The youngster was observing him curiously, glancing briefly at their prisoner, gripping harder his own weapon unintentionally.

Then, the older one took aim and shot.

It was done in the blink of an eye. The old soldier was already refilling his rifle as more blood adorned the snow. A strangled cry finally escaped the younger soldier, arms dangling and horrified eyes that were staring at the bloody scene.

The child was still laying, blissfully unconscious -_please, please, be dead_- a puddle of blood warming the pure snow around him. The view was strangely beautiful: his glassy violet eyes were gazing at the sky and his lips were slightly open as if he was uttering a prayer. Red dotes and the sunset bloody light passing through the canopy brought colours to the white canvas.

It was ethereal. _God, what have we done?_

Words passed through his mind, prayers long forgotten, a nursery rhyme about an lark whose feathers are plucked. "Mr. Thompson... W-why did you- a child-" Chocked words spilled from his mouth.

"He is no child, Michael." Thompson barked, eyes fixed on his rifle. "Our leader ask'd us to take care of him. I s'ppose ya know what dat means?"

"He-" Michael gulped back whatever screams that wanted to rip through his chest. "He can't be killed."

The older one laughed shortly, as one did when one felt obliged to do so. "By good ol' bullets, no." They both looked at the corpse at that moment. Michael seemed dumbfounded, incapable of continuing that conversation. Thompson emitted a grunt, eyes scrunched and jaw contracted, before he threw the cold little box he had kept in his numb hand during the whole process at his junior. Michael did not react as the small object flew towards him and smacked his shoulder. He just stared numbly at the box. Finally, he let his rifle fell off his hands as he knelled to reach it.

Thus he didn't see his older companion reaching for his hip flask. Nor did he see nor smell the strong aroma of alcohol until it was too late.

Thompson poured the contents of the flask on the remains of what had been a young colony with violet eyes and fair hair. His auxiliary fiddled one instant with the box in his hands, knowing full well what it contained. He looked one last time at the child not yet out of boyhood and prayed -_feared_- for him to be dead. His trembling hands eventually cracked a lucifer and threw it on the sullied corpse.

What was once a silent forest was suddenly filled with screams and black smoke. Another shot rang and silence finally settled again.

However it didn't last for long as the sound of a bayonet colliding with something hard, possibly a rock, was heard. One time, two times, three times...

Came sunrise, nothing remained of that nefarious deed except for some blood colored snow leading to the Lake Ontario.

* * *

><p>Pain exploded repeatedly in his legs while he walked. <em>It's alright. <em>Matthew repeated like a mantra, even if Daniel was not responding to his phone call. Germany liked that quaint room just a few steps away. Where Germany was, Prussia and thus Austria were bound to be. Where Austria was, it was sure that Hungary would not be too far away.

And right at that moment, Matthew desperately needed to see Daniel. He would know what to do. He would know. What a mess-

He clutched his broken glasses and willed his legs to move just a few more steps.

It was a good thing the meeting was held in Geneva. Switzerland hated everybody equally, she would not help anybody, even super-power, if there was not a prize into the bargain. He would be well hidden before that happened or at least found a solution to his problem. Finally, he was in front of the door he had never had the courage to open before. Matthew inhaled deeply, thought of happy places -_not poppies, Flanders's Field or anything like that, honest&- _and froze just before his fingers could lightly knock on the door.

"You understand my question, da?"

"I still do not see why I have to be here, aru."

What were Russia and China doing in the ex-central powers' room?

"Mattie!" Amelia's voice rang through the hall, her footsteps echoing so _near _him she could only be 20 meters away. He wanted more than 100 kilometers between them right now.

He grabbed the door's handle, banged the foor open, hurried in and slammed the door back. He didn't see who was there and who was not, nor if they were troubled by his grand entrance, because he promptly dove towards the little closet where Liechtenstein hid his comic strips and concealed his presence there.

A moment of silence followed his arrival, before the door was once again slammed open. "Mattie- Russia! What are you doing here?"

He pressed his face against the door interstice, trying helplessly to see what was happening. Besides Austria's frowning face and Germany's blank face, he could not see much.

"I'm just having a friendly conversation, da." Russia answered pleasantly. Matthew could easily imagine her smile and half-lidded eyes as she would observe America: America's expressions never ceased to amuse her.

"A friendly convers-" She was certainly making a face there, before remembering why she had opened that peculiar door in the first place. "Have you seen Canada?"

"Who?" Austrian accent at its finest, Austria seemed remotely interested by what was happening before her eyes.

Deep sigh from Amelia. "My brother: blond hair, violet eyes and pretty small. He likes to apologize."

"Nein, we did not see your brother, America." _Did Germany stare at me?_

"...are you sure?"

"Miss Amerika, I assure you ve have not seen yar brother." Something in his chest ached as he heard a thick Hungarian's accent. "Ve should go to the meeting room now."

"Herdevary is right: it has already started." Germany claimed, swiftly disappearing of his view as she walked to the door. Murmur and other footsteps followed her immediately. Matthew hoped they were all gone: especially Russia and China. He could lie to everybody affectively but them. He could explain in an extravagant way that it was America's fault because of her new experiment with DNA or even make them believe they just saw a complicated illusion thanks to England scones.

"Vhy aren't you going?" Hungary was still there? His fingers brushed the handle, ready to open the door and for the first time in so long-

"I wish to ask something to Matvey." Russia chuckled and he could imagine her little predatory smile etched on her lips. "I'm sure it will be fun to hear why Amerika was running after him."

He was trapped in a tiny closet while Russia was waiting patiently on the other side of the door. His glasses were broken -his double was in his room, because he was stupid and indulged in peace- and she wanted to talk with him.

Holy Maple.

* * *

><p>He had done some slips up in time, but the people in the known and himself were pretty satisfied with how people saw him nowadays. The affectionate 'boy' they called him had changed to a familiar 'lad'. Alfred and Edward both promised to stay silent about his 'illness' as they tactfully put it. They were his first mistakes in years, yet he was somehow happy he slipped up in front of them. They actually pointed his flaws and helped him.<p>

"You ought to refrain from smiling. It certainly does make you look younger; it is a known fact that every busy adult has to frown." Alfred had been partly joking, partly serious when they had that conversation. Matthew had obligated anyway.

"You're too small for the age you are impersonating. This will not do." Edward clapped his back, grinning brightly. "Do not worry, I, your favourite prince, just have what you need." That day, he received boots with high heels masterfully hidden. He had not cried, even if it was the first present he received in years. It was just something in his eyes, perhaps dust.

Matthew admitted a few tears escaped his eyes the day he received his glasses though. A note accompanied them: "For our little Canada. May your joys be as bright as the morning, your years of happiness as numerous as the stars in the heavens, and your troubles but shadows that fade in the sunlight of love. Your friends, Alfred and Edward."

He believed them with all his heart, perhaps because they were his princes, surely because they were his Queen's children.

She had been good to him, pardoned his children and their rebellions and listened to his pleas.

Honestly, he could deal easily with humans. He was just a tiny winy preoccupied by his performance in front of other nations. Would he be good enough? Would they see through him? France had always been able to know when he was trying to hide his little outings in Paris. He hated with a passion the years he spent there away from his dying children. He hated the strange weather: the lack of snow and therefore of Winter's harsh treatments and snide remarks had profoundly marked him.

In his humble and childish opinion, French people had a strange humor, loved to eat a bit too much and simply stank of perfume or perspiration if not both. Really, he loved Paris the best when it was raining. No scattering rain slowly washing the cobblestones but pouring one not unlike summer storms in the place France called 'Nouvelle-France'. He could roam freely in the city, observing the people running to find something, anything to protect their already soaked forms or the ones huddled in their houses. Nobody would talk to him or ask him useless questions.

Yet it was so long ago and France had never even once visited or answered to the letters he successfully smuggled out under England's not so watchful eyes. Surely she wouldn't pay attention to him if they happened to cross paths.

England visits were rare and brief. He looked too much like America for her to be anything but distant. His 'Aunts' were always busy elsewhere, most of the times with America and England, to remember there existed another member of their family up north. He acknowledged that it was good for him.

He certainly didn't visit frequently Quebec's or the Maritimes' docks in hope that... that they would be there. It was just silly and totally childish.

Anyway, things were bound to change. He hadn't much time left to prepare against nations' curiosity or just plain wickedness.

He was lucky enough America stopped her _visits_ since that night at York.

She had had her hands full with her raids in his territory, then the Civil War. Yet, the Trent affair and her just plain lurking near their common border was making him restless. Rumors had it about how Americans were interested in purchasing the Russian's territory of Alaska. Why would they need it for? It was so far away from her lands and she didn't even liked the cold!

If only he had the money! If only he could trade and talk with other nations as an equal!

Being a colony was a blessing and a curse for him. However that would change soon enough.

England was indifferent to his plight in 1859, yet now... Her queen had patted his head when his delegates announced their acceptance of the 72 resolutions regarding his laws, education and many other details he was thrilled to hear about. One month after, they were already making the "British North America Act".

His name had even been decided: Dominion of Canada.

Thus there he was, wandering through the magnificent halls of Buckingham Palace. His eyes were skimming over the brilliant arts covering the walls and the splendid paintings, pausing only to stare at the rain falling outside. Both England and the palace were exactly the same as the last time he came: wet and opulent. One couldn't help but wonder whether England was compensating for her dreadful weather by collecting colonies and gold.

A voice startled from his deep thoughts. "It seems you will free be soon enough, Mr. Kirkland."

He turned his head sharply. Mr. John Alexander Macdonald was there in all his drunken splendor, slumped against a door frame and seeping casually from his flask. Matthew could smell the liqueur in his breath from where he was. Which meant it wasn't his first cup of booze of the day. "It seems so, Mr. Macdonald."

He felt love, repulsion, adoration, hate for that man that would surely become his boss. He knew his people well enough to know their choice in that matter. "Should not you be at the Her Majesty's luncheon?"

"Indeed, but..." Another swing of his flask. "I was deemed too drunk to be in Her Majesty' presence." A sardonic Scottish accent and twisted lips showed better than any one-liner what he really thought of his queen.

"What about you, my friend? Surely, the Queen and the princes would have loved your company."

"I was indisposed." His future prime minister looked at him up and down before grinning knowingly. Matthew harrumphed, arms folded with all of his dignity. "The winter here is dreadful."

Macdonald chuckled hoarsely. "That is rich coming from one whose winters are harsher and colder." Matthew refused to look at him after that and the politician took that as his signal to depart.

The young colony returned to his gazing at the rain, bothered by something he couldn't quite voice. It was not the alcohol or the sardonic comments... Ha. Macdonald called him Mr. Kirkland.

_'Amelia changed her name after her independence... I should do so too.'_

* * *

><p>"I believe Mr. Canada is indisposed." Hungary murmured, his footsteps approaching the small closet.<p>

"I believe you should stop supposing, Héderváry." Russia told him with a sharp tone of voice. Her smile was back a moment after. "Why don't we let Matvey speak for himself?" Her hand was already on the handle, ready to turn it.

Matthew tensed up, ready to charge and _run._

He wouldn't survive an encounter with an inquisitive Russia.

"Oh, isn't that Matvey's bear?"

Kumajirou?

Paws rasped softly against the floor. Matthew face was glued to the door as he tried to see his faithful furry companion. A whisper came to his ears as he strained his eyes to see through Russia's long platinum hair. "Ez a szemüveg."

Wordlessly, he opened the door slightly to see his bear standing up, paws outstretched to present a replica of his glasses. He snatched it and felt relief wash over him when the familiar sensation of the weight on his nose reappeared.

Kumajirou was still standing up with open arms, waiting to be picked up. Matthew indulged him and took him in his arms, his nose pressed one moment in the soft fur while he mouthed a silent 'thank you'. Then he was back to the normal -cold, unfeeling- Canada everybody knew.

Russia was observing him, faint smile ever present. Daniel was suppressing a frown and Matthew knew he had to say something. So he inhaled softly, smelt the maple scent coming from his bear, and turned himself completely towards Russia. "Miss Russia, may we report our conversation to the end of the meeting?"

He couldn't outright refuse her anything. She had been an empire and still had the strength to back up that fact. He was still a fledgling of a nation -not even 150 years old yet- not ready at all to open his wings. Thus was their relation. Maybe they drank vodka together, perhaps they sent gifts to each other on their respective birthdays and were on friendly terms outside the World's watch. But not here.

"Of course, Matvey."

And she left.

It was just Hungary, Canada and Kumajirou then.

* * *

><p>Staying at Britain's house had always been a hardship. His previous stays at least had been short: this one was becoming dreadfully long. He longed for Kumajirou, his pet bear, his French Canadians' accent, delicious maple syrup, cold soft snow... Britain was never there during the day and came back at the dead of night. He did not need to be a genius to understand he was a bother in Britain's daily grind. They hadn't exchanged more than polite form of address since his arrival -2 months ago-. Scotland and Ireland hadn't visited either.<p>

It was alright. He would be gone soon enough anyway.

All in all, he would have preferred to stay with his delegates, but doing so would have offended the Queen. She strongly believed good filial relationships were the key to their future as Dominion and Sovereign nation. For some reason, Edward guffawed when he told him why he had to stay in that wretched old house filled with the ghost of an American laugh, India's spices, Chinese's goods from her colony there and nothing from him.

... Ah. As if he had anything interesting to offer besides his wood.

So there he was, walking aimlessly on the docks of the River Thames. It was boisterous there, smelled kinda funny and was filled with so many different people. He saw Chineses and Africans, Europeans with hair so blond it was white and some Americans here and there. India Dock was an interesting experience, but he still preferred the Dock named after him. He could hear fresh news from his people and talk without strangers staring at him funnily. His accent, be it in French or English, was perfectly fine, thank you very much!

Matthew was wearing his worn coat with a old hat he found in a back alley to pass unnoticed. He had left his glasses and his boots in his room, well hidden in his mattress. He would admit they were perfect to make him look older, but they weren't really the comfiest things. An old and sturdy shirt would win any days against them.

"Pardonnez-moi, mais suis-je bien sur le quai du Canada?"

Oh, French! Matthew stopped admiring his ships to see who had talked. His mariners from the Maritimes were already flocking to him, happily speaking French in a country so hostile to it. He couldn't quite hold a smile back as he too approached the stranger. That man's French was perfect, but he wasn't a Frenchman. A slight Germanic accent betrayed him better than his face would.

"Savez-vous où je puis trouver un certain Matthieu Kirkland?"

Matthew stopped dead on his track when he heard his name. Nobody really knew him in London and England did not really do friends, so who was that man? His fine clothing and 'proper' French made him stand out despite himself. He couldn't have been sent by his delegates, they knew he was not to be bothered during his stay at England's house.

"Le p'tit Matthew? Il est juste là!" One of his men pointed vividly in his direction.

Immediatly, the stranger broke through the small group and approached the still form of the younger immortal being.

"Bonjour, futur nation." The elder murmured softly, his hand outstretched and Canada knew he had to extend his own out of courtesy. It was the way of the gentleman. "Je suis la Hongrie, mais vous pouvez simplement m'appeler Monsieur Daniel Héderváry."

Matthew Kirkland stopped breathing. Another nation, one as strong as Hungary, seeing him in that state! England was going to hear about it and then he wouldn't be able to be free and his men would rebel and-

"Hullo, futur' netion. I am Hung'ry, baot you can caill me Mester Daniel Héderváry." His English was butchered and so accented Matthew wondered one instant if it was really English. "Vous pouvez me parler en français, monsieur^^." He mumbled quickly.

The older nation stared at him lengthily, until he desperately wanted to fidget but couldn't: it would have seemed childish.

"Il était donc vrai que vous avez réussi à garder la langue de Molière vivante contre mademoiselle Kirkland... Impressionnant." Matthew puffed his chest up before he could restrain himself. Suddenly, Mister Héderváry was mere centimeters away from his face, his hands lightly resting on Matthew's shoulders. "You need to straighten up, young Matthew."

The younger man nodded dumbly and Hungary smiled thinly, one hand leading the so terribly young future dominion to a good pub.

They had much to discuss about.

That child certainly needed all the help he could afford.

* * *

><p><strong>Translations<strong>

**(I am French, so I'm pretty sure my French is not messed up. Google Translation can go elsewhere, thank you very much. )**

_"Pardonnez-moi, mais suis-je bien sur le quai du Canada?"_

"Excuse me, am I really on Canada Dock?"

_"Savez-vous où je puis trouver un certain Matthieu Kirkland?"_

"Do you perhaps know where I may find a certain Matthew Kirkland?"

_"Vous pouvez me parler en français, monsieur."_

"You can speak French with me, sir."

_"Il était donc vrai que vous avez réussi à garder la langue de Molière vivante contre mademoiselle Kirkland... Impressionnant."_

"So it was true that you have kept Moliere's language well and alive in you lands against Miss Kirkland's rule... Most impressive."

**Historical Facts**

**(I've been a proud Canadian for 4 years, so yeah, I know the history of my adopted country.)**

% York=Toronto (Capital of the Province of Ontario (Upper Canada Back then)). It happened during the War of 1812. In brief, America was at war with the British Empire and decided to attack Canada for several reasons: one of them was to free their neighbor and show him the way of true American (AKA America really wanted to expand)! And yes, some Canadians did help the Americans.

& In Flander's Field is a poem really well known through the Commomwealth: it is because of it that poppies became a symbol of those who died in combat. (A Canadian wrote it: John McCrae.)

^^ French was the spoken language for diplomacy until the first World War. My mother tongue is that awesome!


End file.
